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SERMON. 


JOHN  XIV.  1—3. 

Let  not  your  heart  be  troubled;  ye  believe  in  God,  believe  also 
in  me. 

In  my  Father's  house  are  many  mansions  ;  if  it  were  not  so,  1 
would  have  told  you.    I  go  to  prepare  a  place  for  you. 

And  if  I  go  and  prepare  a  place  for  you,  I  will  come  again,  and 
receive  you  unto  myself;  that  where  I  am,  there  ye  may  be  also. 

That  departed  friend,  whose  remains  repose  in  silence  be- 
fore us,  when  her  lovely  boy,  two  years  since,  lay  upon  the 
couch  of  death,  and  we  were  gathered  to  convey  him  to  the 
grave,  herself  selected  the  hymn,  sung  on  the  sad  occasion. 
Well  will  the  holy  calmness,  and  heavenly  resignation  be  re- 
membered, which  sat  upon  her  countenance,  as  the  speaker 
began : 

Peace !  'tis  the  Lord  Jehovah's  hand 
That  blasts  our  joys  in  death. 

And,  now,  that  she  herself  sleeps  in  death,  and  mourning 
friends  encircle  her  for  the  last  time — as  they  look  upon  that 
countenance,  only  to  speak  the  final  farewell — as  in  rapid 
succession,  the  recollections  of  former  days,  bright  and  joy- 
ous, recur — and  their  hearts  cling  to  her,  as  if  separation 
were  sundering  the  chords  of  life, — let  them,  in  holy  pros- 
tration at  the  footstool  of  God,  repeat,  what  she  would  wish 
them  to  reiterate — 

Peace  !  'tis  the  Lord  Jehovah's  hand 
That  blasts  our  joys  in  death. 

This  event,  like  all  others  of  a  similar  kind,  as  to  time,  and 
place,  and  circumstances,   has  been  ordered  by  that  God, 


whose  providence  intervenes  in  all  the  events  of  life.  And  it 
is  his  prerogative  to  gather  around  him  thick  clouds,  and  to 
walk  in  the  unfathomable  channels  of  the  deep.  But  his 
righteousness  is  as  the  great  mountains,  and  his  faithfulness 
enduring  as  his  throne. 

Called  to  address  you,  beloved  friends,  in  the  day  of  your 
grief,  and  casting  round  for  an  appropriate  theme,  I  feel  that 
it  will  be  safe  to  imitate  the  example  of  Jesus,  on  occasions 
of  similar  woe.  You  remember  his  touching  address  to  the 
widow  of  Nain ; — the  tears  of  sorrow,  which  he  shed,  while 
he  imparted  consolation  at  the  grave  of  Lazarus ; — the  ten- 
derness and  benevolence,  which  marked  his  valedictory  ad- 
dress to  his  disciples,  on  the  evening  prior  to  his  crucifixion. 

A  part  of  that  memorable  address  forms  the  subject  of  my 
discourse. 

The  hour  of  their  separation  was  near  at  hand.  "Before 
the  setting  of  another  sun,  the  pang  of  parting  with  their 
Lord  must  be  endured."  In  the  short  interval,  he  sought  to 
prepare  them  for  the  approaching  trial.  He  drew  them  close 
to  his  heart ;  and  by  his  tones,  and  actions,  and  words,  taught 
them,  that  if  they  had  sorrow,  his  own  bosom  was  not  less 
afflicted,  at  the  prospect  of  separation.  But  he  made  no  ef- 
fort to  increase  their  grief.  Well  did  he  know,  that  with  all 
the  suggestions,  by  which  he  could  fortify  them,  the  trial 
would  sink  them  in  sadness,  and  despondency.  With  all  the 
counter-influences,  he  could  oppose,  their  tears  would  flow 
forth,  in  the  parting  hour. 

For  the  purpose  of  soothing  their  troubled  hearts,  he  di- 
rects their  thoughts  to  a  sublime  and  glorious  view  of  scenes, 
which  lie  beyond  this  world.  "  He  took  them,"  it  has  been 
beautifully  observed,  "  into  a  new  region  of  truth  ;  expatiated 
over  fields  filled  with  the  products  of  infinite  love ;  ranged 
over  ground,  which  they  had  only  before  beheld  dimly,  at  a 
distance — ground,  which  brought  them  within  sight  of  the 
gate  of  heaven." — In  my  father's  house  are  many  mansions. 
I  go  to  prepare  a  place  for  you. 


In  these  words,  Jesus  speaks  of  the  universe,  under  the 
similitude  of  a  house.  In  this  house,  as  in  the  habitations  of 
the  children  of  men,  there  are  many  mansions,  or  apartments. 
The  earth  is  one  mansion  ;  heaven  is  another  ;  and  those 
yonder  worlds,  which  roll  above  us,  are  others.* 

In  whatever  mansion,  then,  we  are — whether  here,  or  in 
heaven, — we  are  in  the  same  house  of  our  Father — in  one  of 
the  apartments  of  his  vast,  and  glorious  abode. 

Let  not  your  hearts,  then,  be  troubled,  at  the  prospect  of  a 
separation.  Nay,  if  you  love  me,  you  will  rejoice  that  I  am 
going.  I  shall  not  be  lost !  I  shall  still  be  in  the  same  univer- 
sal habitation  with  yourselves — only  in  a  different,  and  better 
apartment.  And  let  your  faith  rest  in  God,  whose  heavenly 
house  shall  never  be  dissolved ; — and  let  it  gather  strength 
from  the  assurance,  which  I  give  you,  that  I  will  make  prep- 
aration there,  and  at  a  proper  time,  I  will  come  and  conduct 
you  to  that  happy  abode — and  where  I  am,  there,  henceforth, 
you  shall  also  be. 

What  a  sublime  and  glorious  prospect,  did  Jesus  thus  open 
to  their  view  !  What  a  provision  against  despondency  !  what 
a  divine  expedient  to  kindle  up,  and  keep  alive,  the  lamp  of 
hope  in  their  bosoms  ! 

The  disclosures  and  assurances  made  to  the  disciples  were 
recorded  for  the  appropriation  of  the  pious,  in  subsequent 
time,  who  might  be  called  to  part  with  Christian  friends. 
And  they  are  taught,  that  the  death  of  the  believer  is  not  the 
blotting  out  of  the  rational  soul — but  only  a  needful  prelimi- 
nary to  a  higher,  and  holier  destiny.  It  is  but  the  prepara- 
tion for  his  removal,  from  one  apartment  of  God's  universal 
habitation  to  another.  The  soul  is  there,  as  truly  as  it  was 
here  ; — divested,  indeed,  of  its  mortal  tenement — its  clog — its 
source  of  disease  and  pain  ; — but  still  retaining  its  powers,  its 
affections,  its  living  and  animating  principles,  purified  and 
adapted  to  its  new,  and  more  exalted  abode. 

*  See  Barnes'  "  Notes  on  the  Gospels,"  in  loco. 


That  abode  is  designed  as  its  final  and  unchanging  resi- 
dence. Not  that  the  spirits  of  the  just  are  limited  to  this 
apartment,  They  may  range  the  universe ;  they  may  con- 
verse with,  and  inspect,  the  works  and  wonders  of  God,  in 
the  far  distant  fields  of  space.  They  may  take  in  the  wis- 
dom and  benevolence  of  Jehovah,  in  the  infinitely  varied 
forms,  in  which  that  wisdom  and  benevolence  are  displayed, 
within,  and  beyond,  the  vision  of  man.  And  by  this  inspec- 
tion and  study,  they  may  be  forever  drinking  in  divine  know- 
ledge, and  forever  making  advances  in  intellectual  stature  and 
expansion.  But  the  heavenly  mansion  will  be  their  chief, 
and  appropriate  abode.  It  will  be  their  home ;  the  centre  of 
their  thoughts,  affections  and  delight.  Wherever  they  may 
rove  in  the  wide-spread,  and  illimitable  habitation  of  God — 
whatever  other  mansions  they  may  visit — to  this,  they  will 
turn  back  again  with  ever  fond  delight ;  and,  like  the  planet 
moving  towards  its  primary,  their  progress  will  be  accelera- 
ted, by  a  heavenly  attraction,  the  nearer  they  approach.  And, 
it  may  be  here  added,  that  their  residence  in  their  divine  and  re- 
splendent abode  is  guarantied  by  the  promise  of  the  Father, 
and  the  love  of  the  Son.  Whatever  convulsions  may  occur 
in  the  universe — or  desolations  may  sweep  over  the  material 
systems  of  creation,  their  abode  will  remain  fast  as  the  throne 
of  God. 

In  this  delightful  abode,  moreover,  they  will  be  forever 
confirmed  in  holiness.  They  will  have  done  with  sin. 
Temptations  will  no  more  assail.  Evil  thoughts  no  more 
distress.  Doubts  no  longer  trouble.  The  atmosphere  above, 
beneath,  around,  will  be  purity  itself ;  and  pure  the  objects, 
with  which  they  are  conversant — and  pure  the  worship,  in 
which  they  mingle.  And,  as  years  and  ages  roll  on,  holy  as 
they  are,  still  holier  will  they  become  ; — new  accessions  of 
grace  will  be  forever  adding  to  their  moral  beauty  and  love- 
liness. 

In  their  heavenly  mansion,  they  are  immediately  in  the 


presence  of  Jesus.  Where  I  am,  there  shall  ye  be  also.— 
They  will  see  him.  They  will  behold  his  person,  arrayed  in 
the  majesty  and  glory  of  the  Infinite  God,  and  yet  bearing  the 
wounds  of  Calvary,  as  he  rose  from  the  mount  of  Olivet. 
And  their  communion  with  him  will  be  as  delightful,  as  it 
will  be  intimate  and  unrestrained.  On  his  heart  he  will  for- 
ever bear  them,  as  ransomed  by  his  blood — as  the  trophies  of 
his  conflicts  with  the  powers  of  darkness — as  the  children  for 
whom  he  agonized,  in  Gethsemane,  and  died  on  Calvary — as 
the  "joy,"  which  was  set  before  him,  and  in  view  of  which, 
"  he  endured  the  cross,  and  despised  the  shame." 

In  this  mansion,  also,  they  will  meet  as  friends  and  com- 
panions, the  elder  sons  of  God,1  those  "  morning  stars,"  who 
sung  the  birth-day  of  the  creation — and  there  that  angelic  band, 
which  filled  the  plain  of  Bethlehem  with  their  divine  and  rap- 
turous song,  at  the  advent  of  the  Prince  of  Peace.  There 
they  will  see  Gabriel,  who  stands  in  the  presence  of  God, 
and  those  mighty  "  powers  and  principalities" — and  those 
"  living  ones,"  the  ministers  of  the  mercy,  and  of  the  wrath 
of  God.  With  these  they  will  hold  lofty  communion ;  and, 
from  them  they  may  learn  the  wonders  of  Jehovah's  provi- 
dence, in  the  far-back  ages  of  eternity.  In  that  divine  abode, 
too,  they  will  meet  their  pioneers  to  glory, — those,  who,  in 
the  earlier  annals  of  redeeming  love,  or  at  a  later  date,  have 
gone  up  from  toil  and  trial,  having  finished  their  course  and 
made  themselves  white  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb.  There 
they  will  see  Enoch,  and  Moses,  and  Elijah, — the  long  line  of 
patriarchs,  prophets,  and  apostles,  serving  as  kings  and 
priests  unto  God.  There  will  be  the  "  noble  army  of  mar- 
tyrs"— 

From  torturing  pains  to  endless  joys, 
On  fiery  wheels  they  rode, 

And  strangely  washed  their  raiment  white, 
In  Jesus'  dying  blood. 

There,  also,  they  will  meet  their  more  immediate  friends, 
the  companions  of  their  toils  and  tribulations,  in  this  vale  of 


tears  ;  but  who  were  called  by  the  love  and  mercy  of  God  to 
precede  them,  in  the  possession  of  a  heavenly  inheritance. 
And  if  there  be  a  mutual  recognition  of  the  relationships 
which  subsisted  in  the  present  world,  of  which,  to  say  the 
least,  there  are  consolatory  glimmerings  in  the  sacred  oracles, 
the  mother  may  once  more  clasp  to  her  bosom  her  beloved 
boy,  and  he  may  lead  her  in  a  song  of  heavenly  rapture, 
which  she  never  sung  before. 

There  is  often  a  shrinking  back  on  the  part  of  the  believ- 
er, at  the  prospect  even  of  entering  into  this  heavenly  mansion, 
from  a  feeling,  that  the  passage  thither  may  be  lone  and 
gloomy.  But  wherever  that  mansion  may  be  situated — 
whether  with  the  swiftness  of  thought,  on  quitting  the  mortal 
tenement,  the  soul  is  there — or  whether  the  passage  occu- 
pies time,  there  is  no  just  foundation  for  ill  boding  respecting 
the  translation  of  the  soul  thither.  Jesus  will  leave  none  of 
his  ransomed  friends  to  feel  friendless  and  alone.  From  scrip- 
tural intimation  we  gather  with  some  probability  that  the  souls, 
which  are  destined  to  become  kings  and  priests  unto  God, 
will  be  attended  by  a  retinue,  corresponding  to  the  character 
which  they  bear,  and  to  the  glorious  destiny  which  awaits 
them.  Their  attendants  may  be  the  angels  of  God.  Are 
they  not  all  ministering  spirits,  sent  forth  to  minister  for 
them  who  shall  be  heirs  of  salvation  ?  If  on  the  cross,  Jesus 
himself  was  strengthened  by  a  celestial  messenger,  for  that 
purpose  sent  down — if  amidst  the  perplexities,  temptations, 
and  tribulations  of  life,  angels  are  employed  to  aid  those, 
who  shall  be  heirs  of  glory,  why  may  they  not  cluster  around 
the  couch  of  the  believer,  when  on  the  eve  of  his  departure, 
and  accompany  him,  when  at  length  set  free,  to  that  abode  of 
joy,  which  is  henceforth  to  be  the  habitation  of  his  glory  ?  Or, 
may  be,  that  even  the  heirs  of  glory  themselves,  inasmuch  as 
they  are  "  as  the  oracles  of  God,"  may  be  commissioned  for  a 
purpose,  at  once  so  joyous,  and  sublime. 

But  whatever  may  be  the  precise  truth  on  this  interesting 


point,  there  is  no  occasion  for  anxiety,  neither  in  respect  to 
those,  who  depart,  nor  friends,  who  survive.  Infinite  love 
will  throw  around  them  all  its  affection,  and  guard  them 
from  gloqm  and  despondency.  They  soon  reach  their  di- 
vine and  happy  abode,  where,  filled  with  delight,  and  forever 
basking  in  the  radiance  of  the  Sun  of  Righteousness,  they 
will  dwell  in  security,  interrupted  by  no  alarm,  and  will  ex- 
perience a  joy  admitting  of  no  diminution.  No  night  will  set- 
tle upon  them  ;  no  weary  couch  present  itself — no  midnight 
sickly  lamp — no  "  rude  alarms"- — no  panting  after  breath — 
no  weary  watching  for  the  morning. 

I  will  only  add,  that  here,  divinely  and  supremely  blessed» 
they  will  abide,  awaiting  the  arrival  of  those,  whom  they 
left  mourning  here  below — perhaps,  a  husband,  or  beloved 
children,  brothers,  sisters,  and  other  friends,  wearied  with 
watching  over  their  sick  and  dying  couch,  or  perhaps  them- 
selves "  smitten  of  God,  and  afflicted."  And  if  ultimately 
families  and  friends,  who  have  been  united  in  the  pilgrimage 
below,  shall  again  meet,  and  that  in  the  mansion  of  heavenly 
rest,  what  a  delightful  interview  will  it  prove  !  What  a  wel- 
come !  What  an  interchange  of  friendship  and  affection !  Joy 
unspeakable  and  full  of  glory  ! 

Said  our  Saviour  to  his  disciples,  in  the  prospect  of  his  de- 
parture, If  ye  loved  me,  ye  would  rejoice  that  I  am  going ; 
and,  beloved  friends,  in  view  of  the  glories  of  that  mansion  to 
which  Jesus  has  gone,  and  to  which  your  dear  and  depart- 
ed friend  has,  we  trust,  also  gone  ;  may  I  not  ask  you  to  re- 
joice also,  though  the  love  that  you  bore  to  her  was  something 
like  that  love,  which  the  disciples  bore  towards  their  Lord 
and  Master  ? 

But,  though  gone,  she  yet  lives  in  your  remembrance  ;  and 
will  ever  live  in  your  fond  affections.  For  yourselves,  it  is 
not  necessary  that  I  should  draw  any  portrait  of  her — that 
portrait  is  engraved  in  deep  and  imperishable  lines  on  your 
hearts  ;  but  for  the  benefit  and  satisfaction  o£  others,  allow 

2 


10 

me  to  gather  up,  and  embody  some  recollections  of  her,  es- 
pecially such  as  illustrate  and  honor  the  grace  of  God. 

Mrs.  Martha  Robbins  was  the  eldest  daughter  of  Mr. 
Ashbel  and  Mrs.  Abigail  Wright,  of  Wethersfield.  She  was 
born  in  that  town,  on  the  24th  of  January,  1796 ;  and  hence, 
at  the  time  of  her  decease,  had  nearly  completed  her  42d 
year.  Both  her  parents  deceased  some  years  since ;  also 
two  brothers  and  a  sister.  A  brother  and  two  sisters  sur- 
vive her. 

The  early  years  of  Mrs.  Robbins  were  spent  under  the 
parental  roof;  and,  through  the  indulgence  of  her  parents, 
she  devoted  herself  for  a  longer  period  than  was  then  usual, 
in  attending  upon  the  Academical  Institution,  in  her  native 
place.  Here  she  acquired  a  very  respectable  education. 
During  the  bright  and  balmy  period  of  her  youth,  and  for 
years  afterwards,  she  was  distinguished  for  her  personal  at- 
tractions, and  for  great  vivacity  of  mind  and  manners. 

Like  many  others,  however,  in  similar  circumstances,  and 
relations,  she  appears  not  to  have  made  religion  the  subject  of 
special  concern,  till  the  18th  or  19th  year  of  her  age.  Du- 
ring her  protracted  illness,  she  gave  a  friend  substantially  the 
following  account  of  the  commencement  of  her  religious 
hope.  From  her  earliest  years,  she  said,  she  had  prayed  oc- 
casionally ;  but  not  till  the  time  referred  to,  had  the  welfare 
of  her  soul  given  her  much  anxiety.  And  in  the  incipient 
state  of  her  thoughtfulness,  she  found  herself  profoundly  ig- 
norant on  divine  subjects.  A  serious  young  lady,  becoming 
acquainted  with  the  state  of  her  mind,  sought  an  interview 
with  her,  in  which  she  imparted  such  instruction,  as  her  case 
seemed  to  require.  The  views  of  experimental  religion  pre- 
sented to  her  were  peculiarly  interesting,  leading  her  into  an 
entirely  new  field  of  contemplation.  Thus  enlightened,  un- 
der the  influence  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  she  hoped  that  she  gave 
her  heart  to  God.  "  In  so  doing," — to  adopt  her  own  lan- 
guage— "  she  felt  peace  ;   a  glory  seemed  to  surround  her. 
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The  Bible  was  read  with  unwonted  pleasure  ;  attendance  up- 
on the  sanctuary,  and  the  social  meeting  became  a  pleasure, 
and  prayer  a  delight."  Older  pious  females,  who  were  ac- 
quainted with  her,  took  an  interest  in  her  religious  exercises ; 
and,  by  their  conversation,  contributed  to  enlighten  and  con- 
firm her.  Not  long  after,  she  made  a  profession  of  religion, 
uniting  herself  with  the  congregational  church,  in  Wethers- 
field,  then  under  the  care  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Marsh. 

From  the  recollections  of  a  female  friend,  I  am  able  to  add 
a  few  interesting  particulars  respecting  her  conversion.  Her 
religious  seriousness  began,  when  it  was  not  known,  that  there 
was  any  special  seriousness  in  the  town ;  yet,  she  was  the 
first  fruits  of  a  revival,  in  consequence  of  which,  between  sev- 
enty and  eighty  were  added  to  the  church.  Previous  to  her 
conversion,  she  was  a  gay,  beautiful,  and  admired  young  lady, 
and  was  indulged  by  a  fond  father,  who  delighted  in  the  hap- 
piness of  his  daughters,  and  who,  at  that  time,  was  able  to 
gratify  the  earthly  wishes  of  their  hearts.  Thus  situated,  her 
espousal  of  the  self  denying  cause  of  Jesus  was  the  more  re- 
markable. Her  worldly  companions  felt  the  loss  of  her  in 
their  circle,  to  whose  life  and  gaiety  she  had  greatly  contrib- 
uted ;  but  she  rose  independent  of  the  attractions  of  company, 
admiration  and  the  world,  and  came  forth  to  honor  a  crucified 
Redeemer. 

Her  marriage  with  Rev.  Royal  Robbens  took  place,  on 
the  7th  of  November,  1810,  on  which  day  she  removed  to 
this  place,  which  has  continued  the  place  of  her  residence — 
the  scene  of  their  mutual  joys  and  sorrows — and  the  spot, 
where,  through  very  much  tribulation,  she  ripened  for  im- 
mortality. 

The  relations,  into  which  Mrs.  Robbins  entered  by  her 
marriage,  were  interesting  and  solemn.  She  appreciated 
them  as  such,  and  betook  herself  to  the  discharge  of  her  du- 
ties, with  appropriate  conscientiousness,  and  assiduity.  At 
the  same  time,  her  natural  sprightliness  and  buoyancy  of 
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mind  still  characterized  her.  As  years  added  to  her  know- 
ledge and  experience,  the  stronger  traits  of  her  character  be- 
came developed.  With  all  the  tenderness  and  ductility  char- 
acteristic of  the  woman,  she  evinced  the  firmness  and  resolu- 
tion of  the  man ;  at  the  same  time,  there  was  a  steady  pro- 
gressive interest  in  divine  things,  and  the  welfare  of  the  church 
and  people,  to  whom  her  husband  ministered,  were  drawn 
closer  to  her  heart. 

Mrs.  Robbins  became  the  mother  of  eight  children — six  of 
whom  survive  her  to  pour  forth  their  sorrows,  at  the  loss  of 
a  mother,  most  affectionate  and  most  assiduous  towards  them, 
in  all  the  concerns  of  the  present  life,  and  that  which  is  to 
come.  In  1823,  her  eldest  daughter,  an  interesting  child  of 
about  five  years  of  age  deceased  ;  and,  in  1835,  her  young- 
est son,  a  beautiful  and  peculiarly  promising  boy,  at  the  early 
age  of  one  year  and  four  months. 

I  might  dwell  with  interest  upon  the  character  of  Mrs. 
Robbins,  as  a  wife,  and  a  mother,  a  neighbor  and  a  friend ; 
but  other  interesting  particulars  will  forbid  much  enlarge- 
ment on  these  topics.  I  content  myself,  therefore,  with  ob- 
serving, that  in  the  first  mentioned  of  these  relations,  she 
was  a  pattern  of  conjugal  kindness  and  fidelity.  The  heart 
of  her  husband  safely  trusted  in  her.  Her  advice  and  coun- 
sel were  ever  given  with  great  cheerfulness,  and  might  gene- 
rally be  followed  with  perfect  safety.  She  was  eminently 
practical  in  her  views — a  companion,  peculiarly  fitted  to 
take  charge  of  the  domestic  concerns,  and  thus  to  alleviate 
the  cares,  and  lighten  the  burdens  of  a  minister's  life.  And 
when  means  were  circumscribed,  by  reason  of  a  moderate 
income,  and  the  numerous  wants  incident  to  a  large  family — 
when  difficulties  arose — when  sickness  invaded  the  family 
circle,  and  it  often  came — when  the  night  of  gloom  and  des- 
pondency gathered  round,  she  would  light  up  the  lamp  of 
hope — trim  it,  as  it  became  dim, — and  pour  into  it  the  oil  of 
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gladness,  to  be  diffused  abroad  upon  her  husband  and  family, 
in  reviving  rays  of  cheerfulness  and  joy. 

As  a  mother,  she  was  tender  and  affectionate ;  but  remark- 
ably divested  of  that  sickly  fondness,  which,  in  some  parents, 
leads  their  children  to  imagine,  that  they  cannot  assist  them- 
selves. Endued  with  great  energy,  and  resolution  herself,  she 
endeavored  to  instil  similar  energy  and  resolution  into  the 
bosoms  of  her  children.  This  was  a  fortunate  trait  in  her 
character,  as  it  served  to  buoy  herself  up,  under  years  of  per- 
sonal weakness  and  infirmity,  and  to  encourage  them  to  ef- 
fort and  fortitude,  under  constitutional  debility,  and  oft  re- 
peated and  varied  attacks  of  disease. 

In  this  connection,  it  deserves  to  be  mentioned  with  more 
particularity,  that  the  family  of  Mr.  Robbins  has,  for  several 
years,  been  signally  afflicted,  not  only  in  respect  to  the  weak- 
ness and  sickness  of  his  companion,  but,  also,  at  one  period,  by 
a  long  and  painful  illness  of  himself,  by  which  his  ministerial 
labors  for  months  were  interrupted,  and  in  the  frequent  infir- 
mity and  illness  of  his  children.  This  combination  of  do- 
mestic trouble  brought  a  load  of  care  upon  the  mother  ;  con- 
fined her  much  at  home  ;  narrowed  the  circle,  and  diminished 
the  means,  of  her  usefulness  abroad  : — all  of  which  she  often 
deplored,  especially  her  detention  from  the  sanctuary,  and  her 
inability  to  forward  objects  of  benevolence  and  improvement, 
among  the  people,  to  the  extent  of  her  wishes.  Still,  her  in- 
fluence was  exerted  for  the  benefit  of  others,  beyond  the  fam- 
ily circle,  and  resulted  in  their  good,  while,  from  the  circum- 
stances, in  which  she  was  placed,  her  agency  was  often  un- 
seen, and  unknown. 

Her  feelings  were  strong  ;  and  at  times,  she  gave  a  strong 
expression  to  them.  This  excitability,  perhaps  constitution- 
al, but  increased  by  ill  health,  and  the  troubles  through  which 
she  passed,  she  often  spoke  of  as  her  great  infirmity,  and  over 
it  she  mourned,  with  the  tenderest  sorrow.  Of  her  merits, 
and  they  were  many,  she  ever  manifested  a  humble  estima- 
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tion.  She  was  no  self  flatterer,  but  rather  self  condemnato- 
ry ;  at  the  same  time,  no  one  was  more  ingenious,  or  more 
ready  to  acknowledge  and  deplore  a  fault.  Sincerity,  indeed, 
ran  through  all  her  actions,  and  through  all  her  religion. 
She  scorned  concealment ;  and  while  she  generally  had  an 
opinion  of  her  own,  she  was  ever  ready  to  listen  to  the  ad- 
vice of  others,  and  when  there  existed  sufficient  occasion  for 
admonition,  that  admonition  was  administered  with  kindness 
and  humility. 

She  was  distinguished  for  her  love  of  prayer.  During  her 
last  sickness,  she  often  prayed  for  herself,  her  family,  the 
church  and  society,  and  the  world.  But  her  disposition  to 
be  at  a  throne  of  grace  began  not  on  her  dying  bed.  She 
had  formed  the  habit,  in  years  before.  Thrilling  and  affect- 
ing relations  of  her  pleadings  with  God  might  be  mentioned? 
which  evinced  how  fully  she  appreciated  the  privilege  of 
prayer,  and  especially  of  that  prayer,  which  is  importunate. 

The  loss  of  her  children,  already  noticed,  was  a  severe  tri- 
al ;  but  the  surrender  of  them  was  made,  not  only  without  re- 
pining, but  in  the  full  conviction  and  feeling,  that  the  God  to 
whom  they  had  been  dedicated,  had  a  right  to  require  his 
own,  whenever  he  pleased.  In  relation  to  the  removal  of 
her  little  son — her  last  born — the  son  of  many  sorrows — a 
bright  and  joyous  being — one  whose  countenance  was  radi- 
ant with  beauty  and  intelligence,  the  Providence  of  God  was 
signally  marked.  For  weeks  previous  to  his  birth,  she  had 
suffered  troubles  of  a  most  distressing  kind,  and  soon  after 
that  event,  she  was  brought  to  the  gates  of  death.  Her  con- 
finement, and  subsequent  sickness  served  to  impair,  beyond 
recovery,  a  constitution,  which  had  been  enfeebled  for  years. 
And  when  that  child  was  removed,  she  was  feeble,  wan, 
emaciated,  and  no  longer  able  personally  to  administer  to  its 
wants.  He  was  her  pioneer  to  the  grave — removed  from 
her  care,  to  the  better  care,  and  divine  guardianship  of  a  ten- 
der Redeemer ; — her  pioneer  to  glory — to  await  and  wel- 
come her  arrival  to  those  blissful  realms. 


15 

From  the  above  period,  the  health  of  Mrs.  Robbins  deci- 
dedly declined.  Occasionally,  she  was  able  to  ride  to  some 
distance — occasionally,  passed  a  day  with  a  friend,  and,  in  a 
few  instances,  visited  the  house  of  God ;  but  her  disease, 
though  gradual,  was  steady  in  its  progress  ;  and  at  length, 
she  was  confined  to  the  house,  and  chiefly  to  her  bed. 

It  would  be  easy  to  occupy  an  hour,  in  sketches  of  her  ex- 
perience and  conversation,  on  that  bed  of  suffering,  treasured 
up  in  the  memory  of  friends,  or  recorded  at  the  time.  But  a 
few  briefly  related  incidents  and  observations  must  suffice. 

Oct.  28th.  She  observed,  that  she  had  thought  much  of 
God  of  late — that  he  appeared  a  glorious  God — just  such  a 
God  as  we  need — that  the  way  of  salvation  seemed  a  glori- 
ous way,  suitable,  reasonable,  and  easy.  She  had  thought  of 
all  her  sins  from  the  cradle  to  her  dying  bed — she  wished  to 
know  them  all,  and  individually.  "  Yet,"  said  she,  "  I  almost 
know  that  the  Saviour  will  receive  me,  for  his  salvation  is 
provided  for  sinners." 

"  I  have  been  asked,"  she  continued,  "  how  I  feel,  in  the 
prospect  of  leaving  my  family.  It  is  a  cruel  question.  What 
would  become  of  me,  in  my  present  state  of  weakness,  were 
I  to  give  myself  uneasiness,  on  this  subject  ?  I  think  I  can 
leave  them  with  God.  I  can  commit  them,  where  I  commit 
myself.  Mrs.  Graham  could  think  of  her  wandering  son, 
and  feel  almost  assured  that  he  would  be  saved  ;  yet  were  it 
the  divine  will,  I  could  wish  to  see  my  children  converted,  be- 
fore I  leave  the  world." 

Nov.  11.  She  spoke  as  follows  :  "  I  feel  no  longer  an  in- 
terest in  the  world.  I  desire  to  relinquish  it  all,  and  to  give 
myself,  as  a  poor  wretched  creature,  into  the  hands  of  Christ. 
The  other  night  I  had  something  like  a  desire  to  depart,  and 
be  with  Christ,  which  is  far  better ;  yet,  I  feared  that  I  should 
not  feel  so,  were  I  well.  Perhaps  I  am  driven  to  this,  be- 
cause I  am  about  to  die  ;  but  I  desire  not  to  make  it  for  the 
occasion ;  but  that  it  should  be  the  submission  of  a  gracious 
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and  renewed  heart."  And  as  some  evidence  of  the  genuine- 
ness of  her  resignation,  she  added, — "  Did  I  not  love  my 
babe  1  yet,  when  he  was  taken  away,  I  could  truly  say, '  not 
my  will,  but  thine  be  done.'  " 

Nov.  24.  She  said  :  "  I  have  to-day  had  some  clear  views  ; 
I  have  endeavored  to  consecrate  myself  anew  to  God" — and 
then  expressed  herself,  substantially,  in  prayer,  as  follows  : 
"  Lord !  I  have  loved  thy  word,  thy  people,  thy  cause. 
Thou  wilt  not  cast  me  off,  but  will  take  me  to  thyself." — Yet, 
shortly  after  she  added,  "  I  acknowledge  that  it  would  be 
perfectly  just,  should  God  cast  me  into  hell."  Presently,  she 
subjoined — "  but  I  do  fear  the  last  struggle."  A  friend  observ- 
ed to  her,  that  it  might  be  "  as  gentle  as  the  dying  breeze." 
"  Well,"  said  she,  with  her  characteristic  strength  of  expres- 
sion, "  I  hope  that  the  last  emotion  of  sin  will  die  with  it." 

Nov.  26.  This  day  she  was  greatly  distressed  in  body, 
and  her  mind,  by  reason  of  bodily  distress,  was  thrown  into 
singular  anguish.  At  the  close  of  divine  service,  her  mind 
was  more  calm,  and  she  expressed  her  wish  and  purpose  to 
cleave  to  the  Saviour.  "  I  know,"  said  she,  "  that  my  faith  is 
as  feeble,  as  it  well  can  be  ;  but  I  hope  to  adhere  to  Jesus  to 
the  last  moment  of  my  life."  Soon  after  she  observed  again 
**  I  do  not  know,  but  that  it  is  a  hallucination  ;  but,  were  I  to 
live  my  life  over  again,  I  would  choose  that  the  Lord  should 
direct  me,  and  appoint  all  my  sufferings  and  trials,  even 
such  as  I  have  experienced.  My  pains  are  great — some- 
times insupportable  ;  but,"  said  she,  in  a  spirit  of  peculiar 
submission,  "  I  have  not  one  pain  too  many.  This  body  is 
sin — let  it  suffer." 

On  the  morning  of  the  30th  Nov.  her  views  were  clear, 
and  her  religious  comforts  refreshing.  Every  day,  life  was 
ebbing  ;  and  its  close  apparently  near.  Still  her  bodily  suf- 
ferings seemed  to  increase ;  and,  at  times,  amounted  to  ago- 
ny.    Yet  there  was  a  cup  of  suffering  for  her  to  drink,  which, 
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on  that  morning  of  more  than  usual  calmness  and  comfort, 
she  had  not  anticipated.  Her  third  son,  a  youth  about  elev- 
en years  old,  fell  from  a  height  of  but  a  few  feet,  and  fractur- 
ed both  his  arms.  The  bones  of  one  arm  were  both  broken. 
For  a  time,  the  family  attempted  to  conceal  the  distressing 
event ;  but  her  sagacity  discovered  that  something  more 
than  usual  had  happened,  when  it  was  deemed  advisable  to 
inform  her.  On  receiving  the  intelligence,  she  lay  for  a  few 
moments,  apparently  absorbed  in  thought ;  but  a  deep  flush, 
which  mantled  her  pallid  cheek,  told  the  story  of  the  conflict 
within.  That  flush,  however,  soon  passed  away — resigna- 
tion became  ascendant ;  and,  with  great  calmness,  she  observ- 
ed, that  all  she  could  do  for  the  little  sufferer,  was  to  com- 
mend him  to  the  kind  and  merciful  protection  of  God. 

In  her  former  sicknesses,  and  they  were  many,  she  had  gen- 
erally enjoyed,  she  believed,  the  gracious  presence  of  God. 
On  this  account,  she  seemed  to  expect  that  in  her  last  sick- 
ness, she  might  be  favored  with  similar  tokens  of  his  good- 
ness. But  when  she  found  that  she  had  to  grapple  with  a 
disease,  which  invaded  the  seat  of  reason,  by  which  her 
thoughts  were  troubled,  and  her  mind  darkened,  it  proved  a 
distressing  disappointment.  At  times,  her  mental  anguish  be- 
came intense  ; — nor  was  it  until  the  cloud  partially  rose,  and 
rolled  away,  that  she  could  be  convinced,  that  her  disease 
was  affecting  her  brain.  In  such  seasons,  she  would  say, — 
"  I  have  loved  God — I  have  loved  his  cause — his  church — his 
people — I  have  spent  hours  on  my  bed  praying  for  them.  If 
I  am  a  child  of  his,  should  I  have  such  mental  darkness  ?" 

Dec.  9th.  She  said  :  "  I  do  trust  in  Christ.  I  do  love  him. 
He  is  precious  to  my  soul.  Still,  there  is  a  cloud  upon  my 
mind ;  but  it  is  not  despair — not  the  fear  of  going  to  hell — but 
a  weakness,  mingled  with  unbelief."  The  day  following  she 
had  again  great  mental  distress  ;  but  when  her  mind  once 
more  emerged  from  its  gloom,  she  seemed  quite  sensible  of 

the  cause.     u  It  was  no  ordinary  anxiety  of  mind,"  she  said, 
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"  but  a  delirium,  and  the  effect  of  disease.  Whatever  be  my 
anguish  or  despair,  in  such  seasons,  let  it  not  be  taken  as  my 
settled  views  of  the  moral  state  of  my  soul." 

On  the  morning  of  the  13th  Dec.  she  appeared  calm  and 
rational ;  and  expressed  the  peace  she  felt,  and  even  the  bliss 
she  enjoyed.  Soon  after,  she  requested  that  the  children 
might  be  called,  to  receive  her  parting  adieu.  She  address- 
ed them  generally,  in  several  forcible  remarks — bidding  them 
to  remember  what  she  had  formerly  said  to  them,  concerning 
their  depravity — their  need  of  a  change  of  heart — urged 
them  to  be  obedient  children — to  honor  their  father — to  read 
the  word  of  God  daily — to  observe  the  Sabbath — and  to 
seek  divine  mercy,  till  they  had  secured  an  interest  in  the  gos- 
pel salvation.  Then  taking  each  one  by  the  hand,  she  bade 
them  an  affectionate  "farewell."  When  she  came  to  the 
youngest,  a  little  girl  between  six  and  seven  years  old,  the 
scene  was  affecting  and  overwhelming  to  the  inmates  of  the 
family.  "  Farewell,  my  baby,"  said  this  heroic  woman — but 
she  could  say  no  more,  excepting  to  send  the  message  of  a 
mother's  love  and  a  mother's  parting  blessing  to  her  little  son, 
confined  in  the  room  adjoining.  How  could  she  summon  for- 
titude to  say  so  much  !  How  could  she  reach  forth  that  hand 
to  her  weeping  children,  knowing  that  it  was  the  last  time, 
that  she  could  enjoy  the  privilege,  on  this  side  the  grave ! 
Ah !  there  is  that'in  woman — in  christian  woman,  which  trans- 
cends the  fortitude  of  the  hero  ;  and  imparts  a  moral  sublim- 
ity to  the  bed  of  the  dying  believer — often  frail,  feeble,  dying, 
woman, — which  has  no  parallel  on  the  globe. 

The  sun  of  the  15th  set,  to  rise  upon  her  no  more.  Du- 
ring the  evening  she  wandered  ;  but  in  her  lucid  moments  she 
uttered  expressions,  which  will  be  long  remembered  by  sur- 
viving friends.  "  Jesus,"  said  she,  "  sweat  drops  of  blood  to 
save  sinners  ;  I  sweat  drops  of  water,  in  conflict  with  the 
powers  of  darkness."— And  a  little  after,  and  it  was  the  last 
general  remark,  which  she  made  : — "  Satan  has  desired   to 
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sift  me  as  wheat ;  but  I  am  striving  with  all  my  might  to  get 
near  the  foot  of  the  cross,  and  no   one  ever  perished  there." 

Long,  indeed,  had  she  travelled  for  that  spot,  and  through 
such  tribulation,  as  seldom  falls  to  the  lot  of  the  children  of 
God ; — but,  at  length,  she  reached  it,  as  her  final  resting  place 
— and  from  the  foot  of  that  cross  ascended,  we  believe,  to  a 
crown  ;  from  a  bed  of  gloom,  went  up  to  a  mansion  of  glory. 

The  disease  which  afflicted  Mrs.  Robbins  for  years,  and 
which  occasioned  her  death,  has  been  ascertained,  with  cer- 
tainty, to  have  been  pulmonic  ;  but  in  addition,  there  was  dis- 
covered a  morbid  contraction  of  a  portion  of  the  viscera — the 
cause,  doubtless,  of  those  frequent,  and,  at  times,  agonizing 
sufferings,  which  embittered  the  latter  years  of  her  life.  Her 
physician  has  expressed  the  opinion,  that  her  sufferings,  in  the 
aggregate,  have  been  greater,  than  those  of  any  other  patient, 
ever  under  his  care. 

But,  at  length,  those  sufferings  are  all  over.  The  stormy 
main  has  been  traversed  ;  the  howling  winds  are  lulled  to 
rest ;  the  billows,  which  so  long  tossed  and  rocked  this  fragile 
bark,  have  ceased  their  frightful  roll.  There,  before  us,  she 
rests  in  calm  and  grateful  repose  ;  and,  in  yonder  mansion, 
which  has  been  fitted  up,  and  garnished  for  her  reception  by 
infinite  love,  her  soul  has  found  the  long  desired  haven  of 
rest. 

Ye  stricken,  and  mourning  circle  ! — what  a  source  of  con- 
solation is  here  presented  to  you  ! 

And  to  you — my  Brother — to  you,  especially,  must  the  as- 
surance be  as  grateful,  as  the  pang  at  parting  with  that  loved 
object  was  severe — that  her  conflicts  and  troubles  are  passed. 
She  was  justly  the  object  of  your  love.  She  was  the  wife  of 
your  youth — the  mother  of  your  little  flock — the  partner  of 
your  joys — the  partaker  of  your  sorrows,  and  your  cheerful 
and  valued  auxiliary,  in  your  anxious,  but  divine  employment. 

But  God  has  taken  her  ;  and,  in  holy  silence  and  humble 
resignation,  may  you  bow  before  him.     To  others,  in  scenes 
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of  similar  woe,  you  have  imparted  consolation — may  that 
consolation  now  turn  back,  and  flow  in,  and  around  you,  in 
all  the  richness  and  fulness  of  the  Gospel.  Think  of  that  dear 
friend  and  companion,  not  as  lost,  but  only  removed  to  anoth- 
er mansion — to  a  better — a  quiet — a  peaceful  apartment,  fil- 
led with  the  glories  of  the  Infinite  God — in  the  presence  of 
Jesus — and  where  a  portion  of  your  little  flock  are  already 
gathered. — May  God  strengthen  you,  my  brother,  and  fill  you 
with  joy  and  hope.  May  he  aid  you  in  bringing  up  the  chil- 
dren, who  encircle  you,  and  in  administering  to  your  people, 
with  double  fidelity ;  and,  at  last,  present  you  and  yours 
faultless,  before  the   presence  of  his  glory,  with  exceeding 

joy. 

And  for  you,  bereaved  children,  we  express  our  tenderest 
sympathy.  The  loss  of  a  mother,  in  this  your  forming  period, 
is  an  affliction,  and  a  disappointment,  of  no  ordinary  kind. 
But  be  thankful  that  she  was  spared  so  long — that  she  was 
able,  for  years,  to  impart  instruction,  so  important  to  your 
present,  and  future  welfare  ; — and,  especially,  that  on  a  dying 
bed  she  was  permitted  to  give  you  the  parting  hand,  and  a 
mother's  benediction.  Treasure  up  her  dying  counsels. 
Pray  daily  to  that  God,  whom  she  sought,  in  the  day  of  joy 
and  sorrow  ; — read  that  Bible,  which  was  her  chart  over  the 
stormy  sea  of  life ; — repair  to  that  fountain,  in  which  she  ad- 
monished you  that  you  must  wash,  in  order  to  be  spiritually 
pure ;  cling  to  that  Saviour,  at  the  foot  of  whose  cross,  she 
yielded  up  her  soul : — and  you  may  hope,  with  confidence, 
that  you  will,  at  length,  join  her,  in  that  mansion,  which,  we 
trust,  is  henceforth  to  be  her  divine  and  blissful  abode. 

To  the  sister  present — who  has  been  a  frequent  inmate  of 
my  own  family  for  years — I  need  not  say,  that  we  feel  deeply 
afflicted  for  her.  She  was  your  sister ; — and  by  the  intimacy 
and  friendship  of  years,  she  was  ours  also.  We  mourn  with 
you.     Let  not  a  bereaved  and  desolate  heart,  in  its  sadness, 
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feel  that  your  joys  are  all  gone.  You  will  indeed,  and,  in 
truth,  may  say — 

My  friends,  beloved  in  happier  days, 

The  dear  companions  of  my  ways, 

Descend  around  me  to  the  tomb. 

But  there  are  friends  still  left,  on  this  side  the  grave,  in  whom 
you  may  confide,  and  who  will  still  love,  and  befriend  you. 
Near  you  sits  one,*  whose  sorrows,  as  a  sister,  are  to  day 
mingled  with  your  own  ; — and,  above,  is  a  Friend,  in  whom 
you  trust,  who  will  remember  your  kindness,  and  your  affec- 
tionate assiduities,  around  a  sister's  weary  couch. — May  the 
God  of  all  consolation  bless  and  comfort  your  brother  and  sis- 
ter to-day,  far  distant ;  but,  who,  if  present,  would  with  mel- 
ancholy pleasure  mingle  their  sorrows  with  yours.  May  he 
guide  you  and  them  by  his  counsel,  and  afterwards  receive 
you  to  his  glory. 

There  are  other  friends  in  this  mourning  group,  to  whom, 
in  a  word,  I  would  say,  while  you  cherish  the  memory  of 
that  departed  friend,  be  reminded  that  you  yourselves  are 
tending  to  "  the  land  without  order."  Make  her  God  yours, 
while  the  day  of  mercy  continues  ;  and,  though  you  will  not 
see  her  again,  till  these  heavens  be  no  more,  may  you  then 
meet  her  with  joy,  and  join  with  her  in  the  praises  of  Redeem- 
ing love. 

Brethren,  and  friends  !  you  also  mourn  to-day.  God  has 
smitten  you,  in  smiting  your  pastor.  He  has  bereaved  his 
church  ;  he  has  afflicted  his  people.  To  the  oft-repeated  re- 
movals of  the  daughters  of  Zion  from  this  place,  another  is 
now  added.  God  sanctify  this  dispensation  to  you,  and 
make  it  to  redound  to  his  glory,  in  the  midst  of  you.  That 
departed  friend  loved  you.  She  remembered  with  gratitude 
your  kindness  to  her,  and  to  her  husband.  She  spoke  with 
pleasure  of  the  remodelling  of  this  Sanctuary  of  God,  and  ex- 

*  Mrs.  Henry  Terry,  Hartford. 
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pressed  her  hope  that  it  might  be  the  birth-place  of  souls. 
"  Unless  this  be  the  effect,"  said  she,  "  the  decorations  of  art 
will  be  all  in  vain."  To  this  spot  she  rode,  the  last  time  in 
which  she  went  abroad,  while  the  alterations  were  in  pro- 
gress ;  and  though  unable  more  than  to  cast  her  eye  into  the 
consecrated  place,  it  was  a  comfort  to  her  soul.  "  Oh,"  said 
she,  after  she  was  confined  to  her  bed,  "  I  have  felt  that  I 
would  be  willing  to  sit  on  the  door-steps,  might  I  hear  once 
more  the  singing  of  a  hymn  to  the  praise  of  God."  She  will 
meet  with  you  no  more  ;  but,  when  you  meet  here,  may  God 
give  to  you,  and  to  your  pastor,  a  double  portion  of  his  Spir- 
it. In  his  bereavement,  let  him  lean,  with  double  confidence, 
upon  your  kind  affections.  Pray  much  for  him ; — and  ye 
daughters  of  Jerusalem,  be  mothers  to  his  motherless  chil- 
dren. God  bless  you,  brethren  and  sisters ;  and,  as  you 
have  helped  to  soften  her  bed  of  sorrows,  by  your  charities, 
and  your  months  of  watching  around  her  pillow — so  may  he 
soften  and  smooth  your  own  passage  to  the  grave. 

Let  us  all  listen  to  the  monitory  voice  of  God,  in  the  dis- 
pensations of  his  Providence.  Let  us  seek  an  interest  in  the 
blood  of  Jesus.  Let  us  prepare  for  the  day  of  God.  Time 
rolls.  Death  presses  on  his  approach.  The  Lord  grant 
that  from  a  dying  pillow,  each  of  us  may  be  able  to  say — 
looking  up  and  pointing  to  yonder  world — 

I  have  a  mansion  built  above, 

Built  by  the  Eternal  Father's  hand  ; 
And  should  this  earth's  old  basis  move, 

My  heavenly  house  must  stand. 


